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As a sea-wave beneath the wind and me,

Or the sea serving as a bitted steed

That springs like air and fire.   Time comes, they say,

When we love rest, house-keeping sloth, and calms :;

To me I think it will not come alive.

Herries.      Madam, I would change yet one word

with you
Ere I go hence or others take your ear.

Queen.   So shall you, sir; yet- is my heart too light,
And its live blood too merry from the chase,
And all my life too full of the air of joy
Whereon it mounts up falcon-like for prey
And hovers at its wings' width ere it strike,
To give wise words wise welcome \ yet what grace
I may to your grave counsels will I show
And modesty of audience.    Tell my brother
I shortly will receive him.   \_Exeunt all but the QUEEN

and HERRIES.]        My good lord.
It is for that old honour and true love
I bear your high name and your flawless faith
That yet mine ear makes way now for your words,
In trust they will not wound it for its pains
With any tuneless or intemperate breath.

Herries.    Had I no heart, or in the heart I have
No love to serve you, madam, and no faith,
I had parted hence without more toil of tongue
Or strife of speech unpalatable and harsh
In ears made wide for music; but in me
' Is heart enough to burn with fire of pain,
If not to lighten with that fire their eyes